I had occasion the other day to call at King's College Hospital, and while there I was kindly asked by the sister matron if I would care to look over the hospital. It being some years since I had been in any of the wards, and knowing that changes had lately been made in the nursing, I gladly availed myself of the offer. I was first shown into one of the long wards devoted to female medical cases, where I was struck by the order, cleanliness, and general comfort of all I saw around me. The walls were tastefully painted in two shades of blue, with which the red and white counterpanes on the beds exactly harmonised. The nurses in their light, bright uniforms, the flowers on the tables, the pictures on the walls were all in accord with the repose so needful in a sick ward. Further, a few words with the sisters and nurses convinced me that their hearts were in the work they had set their hands to. We then visited other wards, the appearance of which showed the same care and attention had been bestowed upon them. 
